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| The One Where Duff Reflects On Meeting Richie. 


Duff's POV. 


Hi, 'm Duff and you need to know simply because. You might confuse me with Sid Vicious. Just joking, he's an 
inspiration though. | don't only play bass but currently it's all | do as far as instruments go. 


| get on well with everybody. l'm a people person, and so | was all best buddies with Richie, like we've known 
each other for years, within the space of ten minutes too. Originally | was having quiet drinks with Axl and 


Motley Crue's Tommy Lee turned up. We knew Tommy because we were planning to tour with them and he 


implied he was baby sitting Richie whom we didn't know at all. 


He was in a band too. In fact, most of the people | knew at the time were in one. And Axl was part of mine, 
lead singer. Tommy left: 


"Bon Jovi," was the name of Richie's band. 
"Can't say I've heard of you," said Axl. 
"You have now." 


"Alright" 


It wasn't alright but | thought it was going to be. Soon. We drank more and waited for Tommy to come back 
He never did. Richie was wasted, Axl asked him more about Bon Jovi, mostly to pass the time. Richie told us 
they were from New Jersey. Radio stations all over had begun picking up their single. Runaway: 


"He should run away. If he knows what's good for him," whispered Axl interrupting. | was enjoying Richie's 


company. He amused me. And | gave him a number: 


"Hit me up," he slurred when leaving. Wrong way round Axl said he hoped Richie wouldn't, didn't like him much. 
One shouldn't take offense or take it personal. On a different day he might have liked Richie a lot. 


2. The One Where Richie Pursues Duff. 
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2. The One Where Richie Pursues Duff. 


Duffs POV. 


Izzy was Axl's best friend, Steven and Slash were an inseparable duo and our music was about to go global. At 
the time | was crashing at Izzy's, got calls forwarded there day and night when he got connected. 


Richie was persistent, later he filled me in on words exchanged between him and Izzy: 


"Duff McKagan?" 

"Who's asking?" 

“But is this Duff McKagan?" 
"No." 


"Duff McKagan?" 
"He's not here." 


"Ok 


"Duff McKagan?" 
"Try later." 


We couldn't recognize who it was, | must admit. And he didn't leave his name. Phones do a number on people's 
voices. | was familiar with the accent though but didn't hear it that often daily. One evening Slash was with us 
too, he was expecting important news: 


"Duff McKagan?" 
"Get off the line, douchebag..." dial tone. 


"Duff McKagan?" 
"Fuck off, fucker." dial tone. 


"Duff 


"Your mom's a bitch.." dial tone. 


"Seriously!" 

"Duff speaking.” 

"Finally! So, what's happening?" 

"Nothing much. You?" something sounded odd. Like the fact I'd forgotten to ask who | was talking to. He said he 


couldn't get to sleep. | laughed, it was still early, but he was not on Cali time: 


"Be right back," he left hurriedly. 
"Are you back yet?" 
| drank a bit of my beer. 


"Hello?" 


"Fucker gone?" inquired Slash. 


"Think so," two minutes passed and Richie was dialing again. 


"Duff?" 

"You're back!" 

"Yeah, something came up." 

"What came up?" 

"Oh, you know. This and that." 

"I know, right. This and that's always coming up." 


"Champagne's coming up." 


Slash kept swearing, Izzy was indifferent. 


3. The One Where Tommy ls Reminded Of Richie. 
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3. The One Where Tommy ls Reminded Of Richie. 


Neutral POV. 


Richie had someone mix his drinks, wasn't regular but happened tonight: 


"Vodka," was Richie's order, he got Bacardi, "ah, shit." 
He returned to the hotel room and picked up the receiver again. 


"This blows," he said to static, damn, "Duff?" 
Went through to operator again, recited numerals. 
"Duff;" he did like saying that name a lot. 
"Welcome back," Duff winked at noone. 


"I hear you guys going to NY soon," could have been chillin’, "could have shown you peeps around" 
Was then Duff perked up. Finally dawned who he'd been chatting to: 


"Sambora" 

"Yes?" 

"No, no, its yod" 

"Who else?" 

Duff laughed and was infectious. 

Richie laughed and was annoying. So said Jon and he said it twice. A pillow hit Richie in the face: 
"Trying to sleep." 


"So. You're not in New York." said Duff, oblivious. 

"Ungh.. No. We're touring.” 

"Cool. Having fun?" 

"Yeah, exhausted though." 

"So go to bed!" Jon cut in Richie did go to bed, three hours later. Three more went by. Doc McGhee came in 
with a receipt, phone bill and cursed, fuck: 


"This is expensive." 


Question: Who was from Los Angeles? 
Answers: 

|. Relative. 

2. Romantic interest. 


3. Possible new business partner. 


The question was poorly worded and the answers were all wrong. Jon was yet to voice his opinion through a 
series of playfights: 


"Don't mess with me, you hear me, don't hide things from me." 


"Don't hide things from me," was also what Tommy's "girlfriend" groaned and he fidgeted with her belt, turned 
out to be a skirt. 


Tommy and Vince used her and sexed it up through the night, then found the lady horrid looking come morning 
light, and she was a hypocrite, banging left, right and center, and she was diseased. 


They threw her out, weren't dismayed long, Bon Jovi on the old TV caught Tommy's eye: 

“Check it out." 

Richie; feelings tingled near the thigh, whispering: hello, stranger. Tommy went to shower shortly after, 
developed a migraine, thinking so hard. 


4. The One Where Jon Listens In. 
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4 The One Where Jon Listens In. 


Neutral POV. 


Different venue, different room. 

Two sets and Jon was inquisitive. Richie was swinging for the number pad tipsily, hit the lamp, knocked it off 
the night stand: 

"Ow." 


And Jon was rolling out of his arm chair supposedly making for the door. Second phone was located round the 
corner and he stepped into the bathroom, turning the shower on, back tracked, picked up, tuned into Richie 
sighing. Someone's chipper: 

"Sambora!" was Duff, Jon had no idea. 

"Last night of freedom?" asked Richie. 

"Yeah, we leave tomorrow. Buzzing." 

They sure were having a ball over at Duff's, Richie took a moment to acknowledge the painful silence again 


right here and felt empty, stung a bit. Sound of water running and noone under it: 


‘lm hitting the hay soon," yawned Richie. 

"How's your stack tonight?" 

"What stack?" 

"Your haystack," clapping, haha, no answer, "err.. so what's happening, you're really quiet.” 
"| know," mumbled Richie. 

"Wanna talk about it?" Duffis tone softened, Jon frowned. 
"m drunk," said Richie. 

"That a bad thing?" 

"| don't know. l'm drunk." 

"What've you had?" 

"| can't remember. Imma hit the sack soon" 

"Thought you were hitting the hay." 

"The who?" 


Jon scowled, moronic dialogue or what, Duff chuckled: 


"The... nevermind." 

"Jon's in the shower." 

"He is?" 

"Yeah." 

"That a good thing? 

"| don't know. l'm drunk." 

"You crying?" 

‘lm drunk. You party on, eh? Don't let me keep ya" 
Click. 

Jon didn't hang up straight away, heard Duff say: 
"No," and again "are you crying?" 

Conversation ended. 


Taps were turned off. 

Light went out. 

Darkness shifted tones, black and blacker. Pipes roared as someone flushed in the neighboring room. Then 
silence: 

"Rich?" 

Nothing. But the breathing was irregular. 

"Rich?" Jon spoke again. Tearful was the following noise. Jon wasn't gonna keep pressing. Not with Richie's name 


anyway. 


Jon pulled a sheet around himself, his hip brushed against the radiator, was cold, got goosebumps and he 
stumbled. Made it to Richie's bed. Fell in and crawled up from behind. Richie shivered: 

"Why waste water?" 

"Huh?" 

"The shower" 

"Don't mind that now, ya hear." 

"OK," pause, "can | mind it later?" 

"Shut up, yeah, Rich and get some sleep." 


"You too." 


5. The One Where Nikki Goes Awol. 
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5. The One Where Nikki Goes Awol. 
Neutral POV. 


Some time in the early hours Richie woke, bumped heads with Jon, this came out of the blue: 
"You remember when we were all chummy with Def Leppard? 

"Mm, what?" 

"Leppard, you know." 

"Yeah. What the fuck though?" 

"Do you remember? Answer the question" 


"| did | said yeah." 


No response, Jon went: 

"So?" 

"| never spied on you and Joe," sniffled Richie. 

"So?" 

"So stop spying on me and." 

"Who?" 

"Duff" 

"That the person from a couple of days back?" 

"Just.. Don't spy on me," Richie came off agitated. 

‘tim not" 

‘Last night you were. And you're shill at it. You're in my bed. Your hair's in my face." 
"Wait" 

"OK" 

"Better?" 

"Yeah," hair was no longer in Richie's face. Eyes adjusted to the dark, didn't feel like seeing anything, anyone or 
Jon, shut them. 


There was, however, a person who didn't want to shut his eyes but had to 'cause they were bruised and 
swollen, Nikki's doing. On Tommy's fine features. 

For he wasn't picking sides when Vince was challenging Nikki. Vince was always challenging Nikki but this certain 
debate had escalated into an argument of fists over Nikki's bass drowning out Vince's fantastic vocals. Vince 
rubbed his chin, tender from the punch: 


"Fucker's gonna pay. No chick's gonna wanna bang now. State of me," but state was alright, compared to 
Tommy. 


"Everyone finds it hard to back down," Vince explained later, "even when they know the other person is right,” 
and 


"Everyone pretends to be all anti war but really they're too dumb to pick a side.” 
"Oy," was Tommy. 


Its true, y'all Everyone's in denial, can't handle the truth" 


"Should apologize," was Mick's two cents. Who, when and how, he didn't say, still, definitely had a point. But Nikki 


was not present for a long while and tension festered. 


b. The One Where Nikki Vents. 
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b. The One Where Nikki Vents. 
Nikki's POV. 


Last you heard from me was six months ago, lot can happen in that time, then again not much has. Spending 
days with same old people, gets on my nerves, | swear. Took me this long to pick myself up again ‘cause see, 


they bullshit you so much you begin to believe you can trust them, don't be fooled though, trust noone. 


Cunts who go down on you and say they're clean, fucking hoes, liars and leeches who say you're the best in 
the bedroom, business, doesn't matter where, then go and suck your rival's dick Corruption within your own 


freaking band and no clarity, except when you're floating on a cloud and that don't come cheap either. 


Nothing comes free. Except Vince's inner bitch and Mick's hush- hush. T- Bone attempts to look like me and 
can't apply his own dye. God, I'm faking a lot of smiles these days. And writing songs on killing. 


Still thanks to Jon mostly and if he knew, wouldn't make a bit of difference, he's so far up his own ass. | was 
petty and | didn't know what to do, learnt from it and dragged other people into that whole mess needlessly. 
Like what possessed me to think it was right telling people who they can or can't talk to. 


Whatever | was selling, Sambora wasn't buying so | went for Tico who politely told me to back off and Bryan 
said, basically: why was | wasting my breath on him when | didn't even like him and when it had been me who 


had asked Mick twice to stop talking to them in the first place. 


And Alec, was like he was there but wasn't, was good at avoiding me, only saw him once and anyway, he gave 
off unpleasant vibes so | yelled ‘fag’ after him and he raised his finger. And we were all once on friendly terms. 
Fucking Jon 


Tell you who else is fucking. Rose. Fucking Axl, creating scenes where noone needs them, childishly screams at 
you he needs them, well, if he's got urges like that, his life before must have been pretty damn boring. And 
while the rest of us are trying to be ‘productive’ he's vandalizing property here, Stradlin shrugs: 


"You become accustomed." 
"After how many years of practice?" 


Again, he shrugs, repeats. 


"You become accustomed." 


| won't. Neither will | become accustomed to any fur ball leaning on me while he's overdoing it on coke, 


seriously Adler's so hairy, makes my skin itch when he touches me, remind me again why he's naked. 


l'm ranting and McKagan never loses his cheerful expression: 
"Lighten up, things could be worse." 

"How?" 

“Could be sober." 

"True. Yeah." 


Have | been here before? Searching for meanings and a boost in all the wrong places. Did it with Jon, did it 
with.. Just Jon And that was bad enough. But McKagan, fuckers making me grin and Slash comes in, says 
they're being charged a huge amount for all the shit Axl broke. Still, better than being with Crue right now, all 


nursing their wounds ‘cause can't fight. ‘Cept Mick. Have some respect for him. 


And if you're wondering why this is in present tense when it happened days ago, it just is. 


1. The One Where Everybody Gets Ripped On. 
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T. The One Where Everybody Gets Ripped On. 


Neutral POV. 


When Crue next collided with Richie, was in a box room, gloss and shine everywhere, covered in satin, Nikki's 
wish. Fake gold, diamonds, Vince's. Tommy nudged Richie: 

"What are we.. On the Titanic?" 

"Haha." 

"Aren't we, Rich, aren't we on Titanic?" 


"Yeah." 


Titanic served one's heart's desires, till it hit the iceberg after one too many shots. Vince wasn't taking no 
insults at the best of times, Tommy was taunting and Nikki wasn't responding: 
"He with us?" 


Caution was ignored and Vince took Tommy out on the floor. 


"Not in front of the ladies," Richie managed. Everyone's eyes made up the rainbow and fixed on Vince, whose 
hair was disheveled: 


"That one's a real lady," whispered Alycen. Alycen was the prize. 


Crue treated her like an object, a trophy, she shrugged and could care less, had a new toy tonight, Sambora 


respectively. 


But Sambora was distracted and Tommy had been too, trying to get his attention or make some impression 
Vince sniffed and landed one last kick, winning the fight and urged everyone to cheer. They did so half heartedly 
and Richie peered over: 


"You're a violent bunch." 
An hour later, Nikki was choking. 


"You wanna help me move him?" inquired Richie. 


"No. 


"Come on, dude. Don't be a." 
"A what?" 


"I don't know, can't you just lend a hand." 


Tommy would gladly lend a hand, wink, wink. Then scuttled off to the toilet. 


He sat on the old lavatory squeezing one out and thinking about Richie. He was there for ten minutes: 


"You comin?" shouted Vince. 


"No, l'm constipated," tmi, bro. 


Richie's eyes were size of plates or saucers or whatever as he heard this exchanging of words. Tommy 
scrambled from the toilet and the stench was steaming. He didn't want to open the door: 
"Move away, please," he instructed unsuccessfully. He shook about in ways that remind one of cockroaches 


spawning and everyone left him to it. 


Richie implied he was gonna use the shitter next: 

"Please don't," Tommy clung and dragged him off to the Ladies. 

"This for the women," said Richie. 

"So?" 

"What if there's a sweet daisy, cute lil lady in there?" there was none of that in there, just some cheap tart 


vomiting. 


Richie went over to a cubicle. Tommy stared. Tart gagged. Richie pushed the door open, seeing bloody tampons 
on the floor. Tommy kept staring. Tart kept gagging. 


Richie was locking. Tommy kept staring. Tart stopped gagging: 
"Cmhere." 


Tommy kept staring. 

Richie was unzipping and so was Tommy: 
"Ah, finally," sighed Richie. 

"Ah, itchy," sighed Tommy. 


Lock broke ‘cause of the sheer force of Tommy being slammed into the door. They stumbled away but it hit a 


drunk Richie and he fell over. He missed the tampons: 

"Whew," but was lying in his own piss. Tried to sit up but didn't want to ruin his denim, crouched and had toilet 
paper stuck to his heels, picked his hat up off the floor and frowned: 

"Wish I'd stuck with David." 

Freaks of the night were being bunny rabbits behind him. 


"You have a good night, gentlemen," Richie quoted some film but the tart was no gentleman, Dirty, dirty 


women. Women nonetheless. 


Richie's name echoed, but no reply came. Clunk, Richie faceplanted in the corridor. Was in the mood for a 


margarita. An opportunity did present itself, but he missed it. 


Took another. Near the elevator, Vince was standing, doing lines, his drink to the side. Richie finished it. 
Whatever it was, Richie was sexed up to fuck within minutes. Vince checked to see his glass empty: 


"Goddamn." 


Was meant for Alycen but Alycen was scraping holes in the carpet, pacing, asking people where Richie had 
gone. Alycen was nearing that time of month. ‘Tmi, bro sprung to mind again and didn't need no date rape drug. 
2lst of December was circled and today was the 20th. This is significant but noone who was drunk cared. She 


wasn't sober herself, was drawing lines around every 2st on any calendar she could find. 


Richie saw her back in the whatever insignificant room and drew a smiley face next to the 23rd. This is in no 
way related to anything: 

"You seen David?" 

"There's plentya Davids here. Be more specific. Every other third fuck's named David." 

"Mouthy lady." 

"Meant no offense, darling, if you're put off by people's fuckety fuck fucks," she trailed off tipsily. You should 
not be here, is what she meant but didn't get around to saying it. 

"Listen, sweetie, been watching you all night." 

"| haven't been around all night," Richie corrected her. 


"Well, lets just say you have, been watching you." 


Beady eyes shifted. Richie's didn't. They were kept focused on her face. She toyed with a button but still he 
was all face, face, face: "Your face," he began. 

"What's wrong with it? You don't like my face?" 

"No, it's a fine face. Finest face | ever seen," he said. Since yesterday, he thought. 


"Sweet talker, you know every line, don't you." 


Nausea swept and Richie tasted sick. 
"We can fix that," she nudged him and he swayed, tripped over this chair and crayons and pens were 
scattered. 


"What is this, a childrens’ party?" yelled Vince. 

"Green fairy?" 

"Ay, girl,” said Vince, strutting up. Richie took the chance to puke and noone noticed ‘cause of alcohol and waste. 
And it just so happened green fairy was nearly out, she wanted to share it with Richie, but it wasn't hers to 
share: 

"Bed's that way," urged Vince. 

"What if she wants no bed," Richie objected. "Still early." 

"Idiot." 


"Actually pretty smart, bet you've never been to uni." 


"Well, you.. no, | haven't" 
"Everyone always tries to outsmart you," Vince stated later. 


He was all for that rumpled up bed: 
"Try the shower," suggested Nikki who'd come to behind them, "smell like a trash can 
"| used the bathroom after Tommy," Vince grunted. 


Made Richie aware he might be smelling of urine, he sniffed quietly, then louder, then choked on snot: 
"Go home if you're sick," said Vince. Wasn't Richie who was sick But most of these people were and ignorant 
about it. Nikki was mixing his next batch: 


"Come on, Blondie, take a hit." 


Blondie was gonna take no hit. Mkki was ‘cause Blondie didn't wanna be called Blondie and pointed out she was one 


ugly whore. 


Meanwhile Richie shuffled off, noticing specks of yellow, green on his jeans, Alycen followed. 


8. The One Where Richie Nearly Pleasures Some Whore. 
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8. The One Where Richie Nearly Pleasures Some Whore. 


Neutral POV. 


Zep played in the green room which wasn't green either and Bowie was spinning on a vinyl in a spare suite, 
emitted so much relevance made Richie's head spin as did the drug he'd accidentally taken not fifteen minutes 
ago: 


"You wanna go down, up..?" she'd forgotten the phrase, "and dirty to that?" 


Checked the track list: 

"This one's like seven minutes long, think you'll last?" 
"Last?" 

"Oh geez, you must be wasted." 


"Last a whole winter on the road" 


"What road?" 


He was talking touring and she didn't take kindly to him side tracking. Dirt track only and he was taking too long 
and wasn't making a move, so she did She wasn't much into the depressing beat and she didn’t enjoy his 


foreplay but once it hit, it hit her hard. 


Three miles south or south east David checked the time: 


"Call it a night," he said to his poker buddies. 


Night was called all over and lights went out, they were still in or on and whatnot where Richie was: 
"You're not so bad, you know. But | think we shoulda got here sooner," said Alycen 

It's not very nice here though." 

| don't go for nicer places. People there don't know how to have fun" 

‘I've been to nice places," he was slightly irritating but was compelling to stay ‘cause all the Daves in this 


building didn't have much to say at all. 


David was alright at gambling, he grafted for that 50 like no other and it got Richie "home" in the morning: 
"Will you pay?" 
"Nah." 


"Eh." 

“Course | am, see you soon, man" headache was anything but splitting ‘cause splitting is not actually what a 
headache feels like: 

"Alec. Blame Alec," said David. 


Did he mean it? Blame Alec for everything. Soon enough a day would come where he wouldn't accept the blame. 


Alec was blamed for the hangover, for the bad night's sleep, for the lay Richie could hardly remember, for 
the food Tommy had eaten. Richie wanted the soft breeze in his hair but when he got it, found his hair was 


too matted and needed a wash. 


Jon was stood in the drive of this joint where Bon Jovi had ventured to and stayed at: 
"Had fun?" fun. That word again. 
"Shower first, yada yada later," said Richie. 


Yada yada was prominent in their behind stage vocab but didn't last long ‘cause David got his act together 
again, more of that later. But since he'd triggered it: 


"I'm better now. | was low. Dark times." 


Richie had been a shoulder, David noted and Tico had given some good advice being the most down to earth and 
thoughtful one of them. Jon had not been helpful. Alec had mocked in a distasteful fashion but then come 
round: 


"Wanna try this designer drug, take your mind off it?" 


Jon was striving for better and became too absorbed in the do re mi's and Richie was currently providing an 


escape: 


"Five am. Why?" Jon threw a hissy. Two more hours of slumber ahead, yet he could not stop staring at a 


picture of Dot. 


He was staring like Tommy had stared, half in fascination, half ‘cause, where else could one look? So now comes 
the time to explain why Richie was with Crue to begin with: 
"Screw you," said Vince, "everyone's always curious why everyone else always does stuff, butt out, none of 


your business!" 

Fact was, Tommy had tricked Richie saying Duff was gonna be present. Duff was not there, Richie finally 
concluded. You a bit slow on the uptake this morning: 

"Wake up, brothers," Tico banged some hard covers together, no, he didn't beat a rhythm with his drum sticks. 


They got up and was a brand new day, though the same day and Jon's clock was wrong, it was not Sam. 


Richie felt somewhat refreshed and motivated, they picked up their instruments and it's true, they had a 
party of five and Jack joined them. David's poker buddies were told to leave. 


